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TO FANEUHi HAI.I.. 

XS44. 



EN" I — if manhood still ye claim, 

If the Northern pulse can thrill, 
Roused by wrong or stung by shame, 
Freely, strongly still : — 
Let the sounds of traffic die : 

Shut the mill-gate — leave the stall — 
Fling the axe and hammer by — 
Throng to Faneuil Hall ! 

Wrongs which freeman never brooked — 
Dangers grim and fierce as they, 

Which, like couching lions, looked 
On your fathers' way ; — 

These your instant zeal demand, 
Shaking with their earthquake-call 
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Every rood of Pilgrim land — 
Ho, toFaneuilHalll 

From your capes and sandy bars — 

From your mountain-ridges cold, 
Through whose pines the westering stars 

Stoop their crowns of gold — 
Come, and with your footsteps wake 

Echoes from that holy wall : 
Once again, for Freedom's sake, 

Rock your fathers' haU 1 

Up, and tread beneath your feet 

Every cord by party spun ; 
Let your hearts together beat 

As the heart of one. 
Banks and tariffs, stocks and trade. 

Let them rise or let them fall : 
Freedom asks your common aid — 

Up, to Faneuil Hall ! 

Up, and let each voice that speaks 
Ring from thence to Southern plains. 

Sharply as the blow which breaks 
Prison-bolts and chains I 
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ICASSACHUSETTS TO VIBOINIA. 13 

Speak as well becomes the free — 
Dreaded more than steel or ball, 

Shall your calmest utterance be, 
Heard from Faueuil Hall I 

Have they wronged us ? Let us then 

Render back nor threats nor prayers ; 
Have they chained our free-bom men ] 

Let us unchain theirs I 
Up ! your banner leads the van. 

Blazoned " Liberty for all ! " 
Finish what your sires began — 

Up, toFaneuilHalll 



MASSACHUSETTS TO VIBOINIA. 



HE blast from Freedom's Northern 
hills, upon its Southern way, 
Bears greeting to Virginia from Mas- 
sachusetts Bay : — 
No word of haughty challenging, nor battle 
bugle's peal, 
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Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang 
of horseman's steeL 

No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our 

highways go — 
Around our silent arsenals untrodden lies the 

snow ; 
And to the land-breeze of our ports, upon 

their errands far, 
A thousand sails of commerce swell, but none 

are spread for war. 

We hear thy threats, Virginia I thy stormy 

words and high, 
Swell harshly on the Southern winds which 

melt along our sky ; 
Yet, not one brown, hard hand foregoes its 

honest labor here — 
No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends his 

axe in fear. 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs 
along St. Geoi^e's bank — 

Cold on the shore of Labrador the fog lies 
white and dank ; 
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MASSACHUSETTS TO VIRGINIA. 15 

Through storm and wave, and blinding mist, 
stout are the hearts which man 

The fishing smacks of Marblehead, the sea- 
boats of Cape Ann. 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare 
on their icy forms, 

Bent grimly o'er their straining lines or wrest- 
ling with the storms ; 

Free as the winds they drive before, rough 
as the waves they roam. 

They laugh to scorn the slaver's threat 
against theii' rocky home. 

What means the Old Dominion 1 Hath she 

forgot the day 
When o'er her conquered valleys swept the 

Briton's steel array ? 
How side by side, with sons of hers, the 

Massachusetts men 
Encountered Tarleton's charge of fire, and 

stout Comwallis, then ] 

Forgets she how the Bay State, in answer to 
the call 
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16 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Of her old House of Burgesses, spoke out 

from Faneuil Hall ? 
When, echoing back her Henry's cry, came 

pulsing on each breath 
Of Northern winds, the thrilling sounds of 

"Liberty or Death I" 



What asks the Old Dominion ? If now her 

sons have proved 
False to their fathers' memory — false to the 

faith they loved. 
If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great 

charter spurn, 
Must we of Massachusetts from truth and 

duty turn 1 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery's 

hateful hell — 
Our voices, at your bidding, take up the 

bloodhound's yell — 
We gather, at your summons, above our 

fathers' graves. 
From Freedom's holy altar-horns to tear 

your wretched slaves ! 
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MASSACHUSETTS TO VIEGINIA. 17 

Thank God ! not yet so vilely can Maseaehu- 

setta bow ; 
The spirit of her early time is with her 

even now ; 
Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves 

slow, and calm, and cool, 
She thus can stoop her chainless neck, a 

aistefs slave and tool ! 



All that a sister State should do, all that a 
free State may, 

Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our 
early day ; 

But that one dark loathsome burden ye must 
stagger with alone. 

And reap the bitter harvest which ye your- 
selves have sown I 

Hold, while ye may, your struggling slaves, 

and burden God's free air 
With woman's shriek beneath the lash, and 

manhood's wild despair ; 
Cling closer to the "cleaving curse" that 

writes upon your plains 
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Tke blasting of Almighty wrath against a 
land of chains. 

Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cava- 
liers of old, 

By watching round the shambles where 
human flesh is sold — 

Gloat o'er the new-born child, and count its 
market value, when 

The maddened mother's cry of woe shall 
pierce the slaver's den I 

Lower than plummet soundeth, sink the 
Virginian name ; 

Plant, if ye will, your fathers' graves with 
rankest weeds of shame ; 

Be, if ye will, the scandal of God's fair uni- 
verse — 

We wash our hands forever, of your sin, and 
shame, and curse. 

A voice from lips whereon the coal from 
Freedom's shrine hath been, 

Thrilled, as but yesterday, the hearts of 
Berkshii'e's mountain men : 
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MASSACHUSETTS TO VIBGINIA. 19 

The echoes of that solemn voice are sadly 
lingering still 

In all our sunny valleys, on every wind- 
swept hill. 

And when the prowling man-thief came 

hunting for his prey 
Beneath the very shadow of Bunker's shaft 

of gray, 
How, through the free lips of the son, the 

father's warning spoke ; 
How, from its bonds of trade and sect, the 

Pilgrim city broke I 

A hundred thousand right arms were lifted 

up on high, — 
A hundred thousand voices sent back their 

loud reply ; 
Through the thronged towns oi Essex the 

startling summons rang^ 
And up from bench and loom and wheel her 

young mechanics sprang ! 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex — of 
thousand as of one — 
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The shaft of Bunker calling to that of Lex- 
ington — 

From Norfolk's ancient villages ; from Ply- 
mouth's rocky bound 

To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean 
close her round ; — 

From rich and rural Worcester, where 
through the calm repose 

Of cultured vales and fringing woods the 
gentle Nashua flows, 

To where Wachuset's wintry blasts the moun- 
tain larches stir, 

Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling cry of 
" God save Latimer i " 

And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the 

salt sea spray — 
And Bristol sent her answering shout down 

Narragansett Bay I 
Along the broad Connecticut old Hampden 

felt the thrill. 
And the cheer of Hampshire's woodmen 

swept down from Holyoke Hill. 
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MASSACHUSETTS TO VI^JINIA. 21 

The voice of Massaclmsetts I Of her fiee 

sons and daughters — 
Deep calling unto deep aloud — the sound of 

many waters t 
Against the burden of that voice what tyrant 

power shall stand ? 
No fetters in the Bay State ! No sla/oe upon 

her land! 

Look to it well, Virginians ! In calmness we 

have borne, 
In answer to our faith and trust, your insult 

and your scorn ; 
YouVe spumed our kindest counsels — 

you've hunted for our lives — 
And shaken, round our hearths and homea 

your manacles and gyves 1 

We wage no war — we lift no arm — we fling 

no torch within 
The fire-damps of the quaking mind beneath 

your soil of sin ; 
We leave ye with your bondm^ to wrestle, 

while ye can, 
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With the strong upward tendencies and God- 
like soul of man I 

But for us and for our children, the vow 

which we have given 
For Freedom and humanity, is registered in 

heaven ; 
No slave-hunt in our borders — no pirate on 

our strand ! 
No fetters in the Bay State — no slave upon 

our land I 



THE WATCHERS. 



ESIDE a stricken field I stood ; 
On the torn turf, on grass and wood, 
Hung heavily the dew of blood. 

Still in their fresh mounds lay the slain, 
But all the air was quick with pain 
And gusty sighs and tearful rain. 

Two angels, each with drooping head 
And folded wings and noiseless tread, 
Watched by that valley of the dead. 
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The one, with forehead saintly bland 
And lips of blessing, not command. 
Leaned, weeping, on hei olive wand. 

The other's brows were scarred and knit, 
His restless eyes were watch-fires lit, 
His hands for battle-gauntlets fit 

" How long ! ^ — I knew the voice of Peace, — 
" Is there no respite ? — no release 1 — 
When shall the hopeless quarrel cease ? 

" O Lord, how long \ — One human soul 
Is more than any parchment scroll, 
Or any flag thy winds unrolL 

"What price was Ellsworth's, young and 

brave? 
How weigh the gift that Lyon gave, 
Or count the cost of Winthrop's grave ? 

" brother ! if thine eye can see. 
Tell how and when the end shall be. 
What hope remains for thee and me.** 
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Then Freedom sternly said : " I shun 
No strife nor pang beneath the sun, 
When human rights are staked and won. 

" I knelt with Ziska's hunted flock, 
I watched in Toussaint's cell of rock, 
I walked with Sydney to the block. 

" The Moor of Marston felt my tread. 
Through Jersey snows the march I led. 
My voice Magenta's charges sped. 

" But now, through weary day and night, 
I watch a vague and aimless fight 
For leave to strike one blow aright. 

" On either side my. foe they own : 

One guards through love his ghastly throne. 

And one through fear to reverence grown. 

" Why wait we longer, mocked, betrayed, 

By open foes, or those afraid 

To speed thy coming through my aid 1 

" Why watch to see who win or fall ? — 
I shake the dust against them all, 
I leave them to their senseless brawl." 
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THE WATCHERS. 27 

" Nay," Peace implored : "yet longer wait ; 
The doom is near, the stake is great : 
God knoweth if it be too late. 

** Still wait and watch ; the way prepare 
Where I with folded wings of prayer 
May follow, weaponless and bare." 

" Too late ! " the stern, sad voice replied, 
" Too late ! ^ its mournful echo sighed, 
In low lament the answer died. 

A rustling as of wings in flight, 

An upward gleam of lessening white, 

So passed the vision, sound and sight. 

But round me, like a silver bell 
Eung down the listening sky to tell 
Of holy help, a sweet voice fell. 

'* Still hope and trust," it sang ; " the rod 
Must fall, the wine-press must be trod, 
But all is possible with God ! " 
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•BIN FESTE BURG 1ST UNSER 
GOTT." 

(jiUTHEE's HYMN.) 

E wait beneath the fiimace-bkst 
The pangs of transformation ; 
N'ot painlessly doth God recast 
And mould anew the nation. 
Hot bums the fire 
Where wrongs expire ; 
Nor spares the hand 
That from the land 
Uproots the ancient evil. 

The hand-breadth cloud the sages feared 

Its bloody rain is dropping ; 
The poison plant the fathers spared 

All else is overtopping. 

East, West, South, North, 
It curses the earth ; 
All justice dies, 
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And fraud and lies 
Live only in its shadow. 

What gives the wheat-field blades of steel ? 

What points the rebel cannon ] 
What sets the roaring rabble's heel 
On the old star-spangled pennon ? 
What breaks the oath 
Of the men o' the South ? 
What whets the knife 
For the Union's life? — 
Hark to the answer : Slavery I 

Then waste no blows on lesser foes 

In strife unworthy freemen. 
God lifts to-day the veil, and shows 
The features of the demon! 
North and South, 
Its victims both, 
Can ye not cry, 
" Let slavery die ! " 
And union find in freedom ? 

What though the cast-out spirit tear 
The nation in his going ? 
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We who have shared the guilt must share 
The pang of his overthrowing I 
Whatever the loss, 
Whatever the cross, 
Shall they complain 
Of present pain 
Who trust in God's hereafter ? 

For who that leans on his right arm 

Was ever yet forsaken ? 
What righteous cause can suffer harm 
If he its part has taken ? 
Though wild and loud 
And dark the cloud, 
Behind its folds 
His hand upholds 
The calm sky of to-morrow ! 

Above the maddening cry for blood, 

Above the wild war-drumming. 
Let Freedom's voice be heard, with good 
The evil overcoming. 
Give prayer and purse 
To stay the Curse 
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Whose wrong we share, 
Whose shame we bear, 
Whose end shall gladden Heaven I 

In vain the bells of war shall ring 

Of triumphs and revenges, 
While still is spared the evil thing 
That severs and estranges. 
But blest the ear 
That yet shall hear 
The jubilant bell 
That rings the knell 
Of Slavery forever ! 

Then let the selfish lip be dumb, 

And hushed the breath of sighing ; 
Before the joy of peace must come 
The pains of purifying. 
God give us grace 
Each in his place 
To bear his lot, 
And, murmuring not, 
Endure and wait and labor I 
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THE BATTLE AUTUMN OF 1862. 



HE flags of war like stonn-birds fly, 

The changing trumpets blow : 
Yet rolls no thunder in the sky, 



Ko earthquake strives below. 

And, calm and patient, Nature keeps 

Her ancient promise well. 
Though o'er her bloom and greenness sweeps 

The battle's breath of helL 

And still she walks in golden hours 

Through harvest-happy farms, 
And still she wears her fruits and flowers 

Like jewels on hsr anna. 

What mean the gladness of the plain. 

This joy of eve and morn. 
The mirth that shakes the beard of grain 

And yellow locks of com ? 

Ah ! eyes may well be full of tears, 

And hearts with hate are hot ; 
But even-paced come round the years. 

And Nature changes not^,^^^^^,^^^^^^ 



THE BATTLE AUTUMN OF 1862. 33 

She meets with smiles our bitter grief, 
With songs our groans of pain ; 

She mocks with tint of flower and leaf 
The war-field's crimson stain. 

Still, in the cannon's pause, we hear 
Her sweet thanksgiving-psalm ; 

Too near to God for doubt or fear. 
She shares the eternal calm. 

She knows the seed lies safe below 
The fires that blast and bum ; 

For all the tears of blood we sow 
She waits the rich return. 

She sees with clearer eye than ours 
The good of suffering bom, — 

The hearts that blossom like her flowers, 
And ripen like her com. 

O, give to us, in times like these, 

The vision of her eyes ; 
And make her fields and fruited trees 

Our golden prophecies ! 

O, give to us her finer ear I 

Above this stormy din, 
We too would hear the bells of cheer 

Ring peace and freedom i^J,,,L.oogle 
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AT PORT BOTAIi. 




HE tent-lights glimmer on the land, 

The ship-lights on the sea ; 
The night- wind smooths with drift- 
ing sand 
Our track on lone Tybee. 

At last our grating keels outslide, 
Our good boats forward swing ; 

And while we ride the land-locked tide, 
Our negroes row and sing. 

For dear the bondman holds his gifts 

Of music and of song : 
The gold that kindly Nature sifts 

Among his sands of wrong ; 

The power to make his toiling days 
And poor home-comforts please ; 

The quaint relief of mirth that plays 
With sorrow's minor keys. 
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AT PORT ROYAL. 37 

Another glow than sunsef s fire 
Has filled the West with light, 

Where field and gamer, barn and byre 
Are blazing through the night. 

The land is wild with fear and hate, 

The rout runs mad and fast ; 
From hand to hand, from gate to gate. 

The flaming brand is passed. 

The lurid glow falls strong across 
Dark faces broad with smiles : 

Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss 
That fire yon blazing piles. 

With oar-strokes timing to their song, 

They weave in simple lays 
The pathos of remembered wrong. 

The hope of better days, — 

The triumph-notes that Miriam sung. 

The joy of uncaged birds : 
Softening with Afric's mellow tongue 

Their broken Saxon words. 
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SONG OF THE NEGKO BOATMEN. 

O, praise an' tanks 1 De Lord he come 

To set de people free ; 
An' niassa tink it day ob doom, 

An' we ob jubilee. 
De Lord dat heap de Red-Sea waves 

He jus' as 'trong as den ; 
He say de word : we las' night slaves ; 
To-day, de Loi-d's freemen. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 

We '11 hab de rice an' corn : 
nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his horn ! 

Ole massa on he trabbels gone ; 

He leaf de land behind: 
De Lord's breff blow him furder on, 

Like corn-shuck in de wind. 
We own de hoe, we own de plough. 

We own de hands dat hold ; 
We sell de pig, we sell de cow. 

But nebber chile be sold. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 
We '11 hab de rice an' corn : 
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nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his horn ! 



We pray de Lord : he gib us signs 

Dat some day we be free ; 
De Norf-wind tell it to de pines, 

De wild-duck to de sea ; 
We tink it when de church-bell ring, 

We dream it in de dream ; 
De rice-bird mean it when he sing, 
De eagle when he scream. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow. 

We 'U hab de rice an' corn : 
nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his horn ! 

We know de promise nebber fail, 

An' nebber lie de word ; 
So like de 'postles in de jail. 

We waited for de Lord : 
An' now he open ebery door. 

An' trow away de key ; 
He tink we lub him so before, 

We lub him better free. 
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De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 
He *11 gib de rice an* com : 

nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his horn I 



So sing our dusky gondoliers ; 

And, with a secret pain, 
And smiles that seem akin to tears, 

We hear the wild re&ain. 

We dare not share the negro's trust. 

Nor yet his hope deny ; 
We only know that God is just. 

And every wrong shall die. 

Rude seems the song ; each swarthy face. 

Flame-lighted, ruder still : 
Wc start to think that haple^ race 

Must shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changeless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, close as sin and suffering joined. 

We march to Fate abreast. 
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Sing on, poor hearts ! your chant shall be 
Our sign of blight or bloom, — 

The Vala-song of Liberty, 
Or death-rune of our doom ! 



lOHABODI 

fallen ! so lost ! the light withdrawn 

Which once he wor3 ! 
The glory from his gray hairs gone 

Forevermore ! 



Revile him not, — the Tempter hath 

A snare for all ; 
And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath. 

Befit his fall I 



0, dumb be passion's stormy rage. 

When he who might 
Have lighted up and led his age 

Falls back in night ! 

Digitized by Google 




42 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Scorn ! would the angels laugh, to mark 

A bright soul driven, 
Fiend-goaded, down the endless dark, 

From hope and heaven ? 

Let not the land, once proud of him. 

Insult him now, 
Nor brand with deeper shame his dim, 

Dishonored brow. 

But let its humbled sons, instead. 

From sea to lake, 
A long lament, as for the dead. 

In sadness make. 

Of all we loved and honored, naught 

Save power remains, — 
A fallen angel's pride of thought. 

Still strong in chains. 

All else is gone ; from those great eyes 

The soul has fled : 
When faith is lost, when honor dies, 

The man is dead ! 
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Then, pay tlie reverence of old days 

To his dead fame ; 
Walk backward, with averted gaze, 

And hide the shame ! 



BBOWN OF OSSAWATOMIE. 

r|OHN BROWN of Ossawatomie spake 
on his dying day : 
"I will not have to shrive my soul 
a priest in Slavery's pay. 
But let some poor slave-mother whom I have 

striven to free, 
With her children from the gallows-stair put 
up a prayer for me ! " 

John Brown of Ossawatomie, they led him 

out to die ; 
And lo ! a poor slave-mother with her little 

child pressed nigh. 
Then the bold, blue eye grew tender, and the 

old harsh face grew mild, 
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As he stooped between the jeering ranks and 
kissed the negro's child ! 

The shadows of his stormy life that moment 
fell apart ; 

And they who blamed the bloody hand for- 
gave the loving heart. 

That kiss from all its guilty means redeemed 
the good intent, »• 

And round the grisly fighter's hair the mar- 
tyr's aureole bent ! 

Perish with him the folly that seeks through 

evil good 1 
Long live the generous purpose unstained 

with human blood I 
Not the raid of midnight terror, but the 

thought which underlies ; 
Not the borderer's pride of daring, but the 

Christian's sacrifice. 

Never more may yon Blue Ridges the North- 
ern rifle hear. 

Nor see the light of blazing homes flash on 
the negro's spear. 
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But let the free-winged angel Truth their 

guarded passes scale, 
To teach that right is more than might, and 

justice more than mail ! 

So vainly shall Virginia set her battle in 

array; 
In vain her trampling squadrons knead the 

winter snow with clay. 
She may strike the pouncing eagle, but she 

dares not harm the dove ; 
And every gate she bars to Hate shall open 

wide to Love ! 



THE POOB VOTEB ON EIiEOTION 
DAY. 



i|HE proudest now is but my peer, 
The highest not more high ; 
To-day, of all the weary year, 
A king of men am I. 
To-day, alike are great and small. 
The nameless and the known ; 
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My palace is the people^s hall, 
The ballot-box my throne ! 

Who serves to-day upon the list 

Beside the served shall stand ; 
Alike the brown and ^Tinkled fist, 

The gloved and dainty hand ! 
The rich is level with the poor. 

The weak is strong to-day ; 
And sleekest broadcloth counts no more 

Than homespun frock of gray. 

To-day let pomp and vain pretence 

My stubborn right abide ; 
I set a plain man's common sense 

Against the pedant's pride. 
To-day shall simple manhood try 

The strength of gold and land ; 
The wide world has not wealth to buy 

The power in my right hand I 

While there 's a grief to seek redress, 

Or balance to adjust. 
Where weighs our living manhood less 

Than Mammon's vilest dust, — 
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While there 's a right to need my vote, 

A wrong to sweep away, 
Up ! clouted knee and ragged coat I 

A man 's a man to-day I 



THE EVE OF EIiECTION. 

IJROM gold to gray 
Our mild sweet day 
Of Indian Summer lades too soon ; 
But tenderly 
Above the sea 
Hangs, white and calm, the Hunter's moon. 

In its pale fire 

The village spire 
Shows like th^ zodiac's spectral lance ; 

The painted walls 

Whereon it falls 
Transfigured stand in marble trance I 

O'er fallen leaves 
The west- wind grieves, 
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Yet comes a seed-time round again ; 

And mom shall see 

The State sown free 
With baleful tares or healthful grain. 

Along the street 

The shadows meet 
Of Destiny, whose hands conceal 

The moulds of fate 

That shape the State, 
And make or mar the common weaL 

Around I see 

The powers that be ; 
I stand by Empire's primal springs.; 

And princes meet 

In every street, 
And hear the tread of uncrowned kings 1 

Hark I through the crowd 

The laugh nms loud. 
Beneath the sad, rebuking moon. 

God save the land 

A careless hand 
May shake or swerve ere morrow's noon 1 
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No jest is this ; 
One cast amiss 
May blast the hope of Freedom's year. 
O, take me where 
Are hearts of prayer, 
And foreheads bowed in reverent fear I 

Not lightly fall 

Beyond recall 
The written scrolls a breath can float ; 

The crowning fact, 

The kingliest act 
Of Freedom, is the freeman's vote 1 

For pearls that gem 

A diadem 
The diver in the deep sea dies ; 

The regal right 

We boast to-night 
Is ours through costlier sacrifice : 

The blood of Vane, 
His prison pain 
Who traced the path the Pilgrim trod. 
And hers whose faith 
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Drew strengtli from death, 
And prayed her Eussell up to God I 

Our hearts grow cold, 

We lightly hold 
A right which brave men died to gain ; 

The stake, the cord, 

The axe, the sword. 
Grim nurses at its birth of pain. 

The shadow rend, 

And o'er us bend, 
martyrs, with your crowns and palms, — 

Breathe through these throngs 

Your battle songs, 
Your scaffold prayers, and dungeon psalms ! 

Look from the sky. 

Like God's great eye. 
Thou solemn moon, with searching beam ; 

Till in the sight 

Of thy pure light 
Our mean self-seekings meaner seem. 

Shame from our hearts 
Unworthy arts, 
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The fraud designed, the purpose dark ; 

And smite away 

The hands we lay 
Profanely on the sacred ark. 

To party claims, 

And private aims, 
Beveal that august face of Truth, 

"Whereto are given 

The age of heaven. 
The beauty of immortal youth. 

So shall our voice 

Of sovereign choice 
Swell the deep bass of duty done, 

And strike the key 

Of time to be. 
When Qod and man shall speak as one ! 



*m^ 
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BABBABA FBIETCHIE. 



P from the meadows ricli witli com. 
Clear in the cool September mom, 



The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green- walled by the hills of Maryland. 

Round about them orchards sweep, 
Apple and peach tree fruited deep. 

Fair as a garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde, 

On that pleasant mom of the early fall 
When Lee marched over the mountain- 
wall, — 

Over the mountains winding down. 
Horse and foot, into Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their eilver stars. 
Forty flags with their crimson bars, 
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Flapped in the morning wind : the sun 
Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then, 
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten ; 

Bravest of all in Frederick town. 

She took up the flag the men hauled down ; 

In her attic- window the staff she set, 
To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread, 
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 

Under his slouched hat left and right 
He glanced ; the old flag met his sight 

" Halt ! " — the dust-brown ranks stood fast. 
" Fire ! ** — out blazed the rifle-blast. 

It shivered the window, pane and sash ; 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf ; 
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She leaned far out on the window-sill, 
And shook it forth with a royal will. 

" Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, 
But spare your country's flag,*' she said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame, 
Over the face of the leader came ; 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman's deed and word : 

" Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dog I March on 1 " he said. 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of nuirching feet : 

All day long that free, flag tost 
Over the heads of the rebel host. 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 

On the loyal winds that loved it well ; 

And through the hill-gaps sunset light 
Shone over it with a wai'm good-night. 
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Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er, 

And the Rebel rides on his raids no more. 

Honor to her I and let a tear 

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall's bier. 

Over Barbara Frietchie's grave. 
Flag of Freedom and Union, wave ! 

Peace and order and beanty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law ; 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stars below in Frederick town ! 
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IiAUS DEO. 

ON HEARING THE BELLS RING FOR THE CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AMENDMENT ABOLISHING SLAVERY 
IN THE UNITED STATES. 

\\T is done ! 

Clang of bell and roar of gun 
Send the tidings up and down. • 
How the belfries rock and reel, 
How the great guns, peal on peal, 
Fling the joy from town to town ! 

Ring, O bells ! 

Every stroke exulting tells 
Of the burial hour of crime. 

Loud and long, that all may hear. 

Ring for every listening ear 
Of Eternity and Time I 

Let us kneel ; 
God's own voice is in that peal, 
And this spot is holy ground. 
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Lord, forgive us ! What are we, 
That our eyes this glory see, 
That our ears have heard the sound I 

For the Lord 

On the whirlwind is abroad ; 
In the earthquake he has spoken ; 

He has smitten with his thunder 

The iron walls asunder, 
And the gates of brass are broken ! 

Loud and long 

Lift the old exulting song, 
Sing with Miriam by the sea : 

He has cast the mighty down ; 

Horse and rider sink and drown ; 
He has triumphed gloriously ! 

Did we dare, 

In our agony of prayer. 
Ask for more than he has done ? 

When was ever his right hand 

Over any time or land 
Stretched 6is now beneath the sun I 
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How they pale, 
Ancient myth, and song, and tale. 

In this wonder of our days, 
When the cruel rod of war 
Blossoms white with righteous law. 

And the wrath of man is praise. 

Blotted out 1 
All within and all about 

Shall a fresher life begin ; 
Freer breathe the universe 
As it rolls its heavy curse 

On the dead and buried sin. 

It is done ! 
In the circuit of the sun 

Shall the sound thereof go forth. 
It shall bid the sad rejoice, 
It shall give the dumb a voice, 

It shall belt with joy the earth I 

Ring and swing 
Bells of joy ! on morning's wing 
Send the song of praise abroad ; 
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With a sound of broken chains 
Tell the nations that He reigns, 
Who alone is Lord and God ! 



MAUD MULLEB. 



AUD MULLER, on a summer's day, 
Raked the meadow sweet with hay. 



Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 
Of simple beauty and rustic health. 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee 
The mock-bird echoed from his tree. 

But when she glanced to the far-off town. 
White from its hill-slope looking down, 

The sweet song died, and a vague unrest 
And a nameless longing filled her breast, — 

A wish, that she hardly dared to own. 
For something better than she had known. 
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The Judge rode slowly down the lane, 
Smoothing his horse's chestnut mane. 

He drew his bridle in the shade 
Of the apple trees, to greet the maid, 

And asked a draught from the spring that 

flowed 
Through the meadow across the road. 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, 
And filled for him her small tin cup, 

And blushed as she gave it, looking down 
On her feet so bare, and her tattered gown. 

"Thanks!" said the Judge; "a sweeter 

draught 
From a fairer hand was never quaffed." 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees. 
Of the singing birds and the humming bees ; 

Then talked of the haying, and wondered 

whether 
The cloud in the west would bring foul 

weather. 
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And Maud forgot her brier-tom gown, 
And her graceful ankles bare and brown ; 

And listened, while a pleased surprise 
Looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay- 
Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed : ^^ Ah me I 
That I the Judge's bride might be ! 

" He would dress me up in silks so fine, 
And praise and toast me at his wine. 

" My father should wear a broadcloth coat ; 
My brother should sail a painted boat 

" I 'd dress my mother so grand and gay, 
And the baby should have a new toy each day. 

"And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the 

poor. 
And all should bless me who left our door." 

The Judge looked back as he climbed the hUl, 
And saw Maud Muller standing stilL 
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" A fonn more fair, a face more sweet, 
Ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

" And her modest answer and graceful air 
Show her wise and good as she is fair. 

" Would she were mine, and I to-day, 
Like her, a harvester of hay : 

"No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs, 
Nor weary lawyers with endless tongues, 

" But low of cattle and song of birds, 
And health and quiet and loving words." 

But he thought of his sisters proud and cold. 
And his mother vain of her rank and gold. 

So, closing his heart, the Judge rode on, 
And Maud was left in the field alone. 

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon. 
When he hunmied in court an old love-tune ; 

And the young girl mused beside the well 
Till the rain on the unraked clover fell 
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He wedded a wife of richest dower, 
Who lived for fashion, as he for power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth's bright glow, 
He watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes 
Looked out in their innocent surprise. 

Oft, when the wine in his glass was red, 
He longed for the wayside well instead ; 

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms 
To dream of meadows- and clover-blooms. 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain, 
" Ah, that I were free again I 

" Free as when I rode that day. 

Where the barefoot maiden raked her hay." 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor. 
And many children played round her door. 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain, 
Left their traces on heart and brain. 
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And oft, when the summer sun shone hot 
On the new-mown hay in the meadow lot, 

And she heard the little spring brook fall 
Over the roadside, through the wall. 

In the shade of the apple-tree again 
She saw a rider draw his rein. 

And, gazing down with timid grace. 
She felt his pleased eyes read her face. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls 
Stretched away into stately halls ; 

The weary wheel to a spinnet turned. 
The tallow candle an astral burned, 

And for him who sat by the chimney lug, 
Dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 

A manly form at her side she saw. 
And joy was duty and love was law. 

Then she took up her burden of life again. 
Saying only, " It might have been." 
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Alas for maiden, alas for Judge, 

For rich repiner and household drudge I 

God pity them both I and pity us all, 
Who vainly the dreams of youth recall. 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen, 

The saddest are these : " It might have been ! " 

Ah, well ! for us all some sweet hope lies 
Deeply buried from human eyes ; 

And, in the hereafter, angels may 
Roll the stone from its grave away 1 



8EIFFEB IBESON'S BIDE. 



F all the rides since the birth of time. 
Told in story or sung in rhyme, — 
On Apuleius's Golden Ass, 

Or one-eyed Calendar's horse of brass, 

Witch astride of a human back, 

Islam's prophet on Al-Bordk, — 

The strangest ride that ever was sped 
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Was Ireson's, out from Marblehead ! 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of MarbleheadI 

Body of turkey, head of owl, 
Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl, 
Feathered and ruffled in every part, 
Skipper Ireson stood in the cart. 
Scores of women, old and young. 
Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue, 
Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane. 
Shouting and singing the shrill refrain 
" Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr'd an' futherr^d an' corr'd in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'ead ! " 

Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips. 
Girls in bloom of cheek and lips. 
Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase 
Bacchus round some antique vase, 
Brief of skirt, with ankles bare. 
Loose of kerchief and loose of hair, 
With cx)nch-shells blowing and fish-horns' 
twang, . 
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Over and over the Msenads sang : 
" Here 's Flud Oii-son, fur his horrd hont, 
Torr'd an' futherr'd an' Conrad in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'ead ! " 

Small pity for him ! — He sailed away 
From a leaking ship, in Chaleur Bay, — 
Sailed away from a sinking wreck, 
With his own town's-people on her deck ! 
" Lay by I lay by I " they called to him. 
Back he answered, * Sink or swim ! 
Brag of your catch of fish again 1 " 
And off he sailed through the fog and rain f 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart. 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 
That wreck shall lie forevermore. 
Mother and sister, wife and maid, 
Looked from the rocks of Marblehead 
Over the moaning and rainy sea, — 
Looked for the coming that might not be ! 
What did the winds and the sea-birds say 
Of the cruel captain who sailed away ? — 
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Old Floyd Lreson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 

Through the street, on either side, 
Up flew windows, doors swung wide : 
Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray. 
Treble lent the fish-horn's bray. 
Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound, 
Hulks of old sailors run aground, 
Shook head, and fist, and hat, and cane. 
And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain : 
" Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr d in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'ead I " 

Sweetly along the Salem road 
Bloom of orchard and lilac showed. 
Little the wicked skipper knew 
Of the fields so green and the sky so blue. 
Riding there in his sorry trim. 
Like an Indian idol glum and grim, 
Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear 
Of voices shouting, far and near : 
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** Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt 
Torr'd an' futherr'cl an' corr'd in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'ead ! " 

" Hear me, neighbors ! " at last he cried, — 
" What to me is this noisy ride ? 
What is the shame that clothes the skin 
To the nameless horror that lives within ? 
Waking or sleeping, I see a wreck. 
And hear a cry from a reeling deck I 
Hate me and curse me, — I only dread 
The hand of God and the face of the dead ! " 
Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart. 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead 1 

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea 
Said, " God has touched him I — why should 

we?** 
Said an old wife mourning her only son, 
*• Cut the rogue's tether and let him run ! " 
So with soft relentings and rude excuse, 
Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose, 
And gave him a cloak to hide him in, 
And left him alone with his shame and sin. 
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Poor Floyd Treson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead I 



TELLING THE BEES. 



ijEEE is the place ; right over the hill 
Runs the path I took ; 
You can see the gap in the old wall still, 
And the stepping-stones in the shallow 
brook. 

There is the house, with the gate red-barred, 

And the poplars tall ; 
And the barn's brown length, and the cattle- 
yard, 

And the white horns tossing above the wall. 

There are the beehives ranged in the sun; 

And down by the brink 
Of the brook are her poor flowers, weed-o'er- 
run. 

Pansy and daffodil, rose and pink. 
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A year has gone, as the tortoise goes, 

Heavy and slow ; 
And the same rose blows, and the same suu 
glows, 

And the same brook sings of a year ago. 

There's the same sweet clover-smell in the 
breeze ; 

And the June sun warm 
Tangles his wings of fire in the trees. 

Setting, as then, over Femside farm. 

I mind me how with a lover's care 

From my Sunday coat 
I brushed off the burrs, and smoothed my hair. 

And cooled at the brookside my brow and 
throat. 

Since we parted, a month had passed, — 

To love, a year ; 
Down through the beeches I looked at last 

On the little red gate and the well-sweep 



I can see it all now, — the slantwise rain 
Of light through the leaves, 
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The sundown's blaze on her window-pane, 
The bloom of hep roses under the eaves. 

Just the same as a month before, — 

The house and the trees, 
The barn's brown gable, the vine by the 
door, — 

Nothing changed but the hives of bees. 

Before them, under the garden wall, 

Forward and back. 
Went drearily singing the chore-girl small. 

Draping each hive with a shred of black. 

Trembling, I listened : the summer sun 

Had the chill of snow ; 
For I knew she was telling the bees of one 

Gone on the journey we all must go I 

Then I said to myself, " My Mary weeps 

For the dead to-day : 
Haply her blind old grandsire sleeps 

The fret and the pain of his age away." 

But her dog whined low ; on the doorway sill. 
With his cane to his chin. 
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'Went drearily singing the chore-girl smaU." 
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The old man sat ; and the chore-girl still 
Sung to the bees stealing out and in. 

And the song she was singing ever since 

In my ear sounds on : — 
" Stay at home, pretty bees, fly not hence I 

Mistress Mary is dead and gone ! " 



MY PLAYMATE. 



HE pines were dark on Ramoth hill, 

Their song was soft and low ; 
The blossoms in the sweet May wind 



Were felling like the snow. 

The blossoms drifted at our feet. 
The orchard birds sang clear ; 

The sweetest and the saddest day 
It seemed of all the year. 

For, more to me than birds or flowers, 
My playmate left her home, 
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And took with her the laughing spring, 
The music and the hloom. 

She kissed the lips of kith and kin, 

She laid her hand in mine : 
What more could ask the bashful boy 

Who fed her father's kine ? 

She left us in the bloom of May : 
The constant years told o'er 

Their seasons with as sweet May moms. 
But she came back no more. 

I walk, with noiseless feet, the round 

Of uneventful years ; 
Still o'er and o'er I sow the spring 

And reap the autumn ears. 

She lives where all the golden year 

Her summer roses blow ; 
The dusky children of the sun 

Before her come and go. 

There haply with her jewelled hands 
She smooths her silken gown, — 
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No more the homespun lap wherein 
I shook the walnuts down. 

The wild grapes wait ns by the brook, 

The brown nuts on the hill, 
And still the May-day flowers make sweet 

The woods of Follymill. 

The lilies blossom in the pond, 

The bird builds in the tree, 
The dark pines sing on Ramoth hill 

The slow song of the sea. 

I wonder if she thinks of them. 
And how the old time seems, ^- 

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood 
Are sounding in her dreams, 

I see her face, I hear her voice : 

Does she remember mine ? 
And what to her is now the boy 

Who fed her father^a kine ? 

What cares she that the orioles build 
For other eyes than ours, — 
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That other hands with nuts are filled, 
And other laps with flowers ? 

O playmate in the golden time ! 

Our mossy seat is green, 
Its fringing violets blossom yet, 

The old trees o'er it lean. 

The winds so sweet with birch and fern 

A sweeter memory blow ; 
And there in spring the veeries sing 

The song of long ago. 

And still the pines of Ramoth wood 
Are moaning like the sea, — 

The moaning of the sea of change 
Between myself and thee I 
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AMY WENTWOBTH. 



ER fingers shame the ivory keys 

They dance so light along ; 

The bloom upon her parted lips 



Is sweeter than the song. 

O perfumed suitor, spare thy smiles I 
Her thoughts are not of thee ; 

She better loves the salted wind, 
The voices of the sea. 

Her heart is like an outbound ship 

That at its anchor swings ; 
The murmur of the stranded shell 

Is in the song she sings. 

She sings, and, smiling, hears her praise, 
But dreams the while of one 

Who watches from his sea-blown deck 
The icebergs ia the sun. 
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She questions all the winds that hlow. 

And every fog- wreath dim, 
And bids the sea-birds flying north 

Bear messages to him. 

She speeds them with the thanks of men 

He perilled life to save, 
And grateful prayers like holy oil 

To smooth for him the wave. 

Brown Viking of the fishing-smack ! 

Fair toast of all the town ! — 
The skipper's jerkin ill beseems 

The lady's silken gown ! 

But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth wear 
For him the blush of shame 

Who dares to set his manly gifts 
Against her ancient name. 

The stream is brightest at its spring, 
And blood is not like wine ; 

Nor honored less than he who heirs 
Is he who founds a line. 
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Full lightly shall the prize be won, 

If love be Fortune's spur ; 
And never maiden stoops to him 

Who lifts himself to her. 

Her home is brave in JafFrey Street, 

With stately stairways worn 
By feet of old Colonial knights 

And ladies gentle-born. 

Still green about its maple porch 

The English ivy twines, 
Trained back to show in English oak 

The herald's carven signs. 

And on her, from the wainscot old, 

Ancestral faces frown, — 
And this has worn the soldier's sword, 

And that the judge's gown. 

But, strong of will and proud as they, 

She walks the gallery floor 
As if she trod her sailor's deck 

By stormy Labrador ! 
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The sweetbrier blooms on Kittery-side, 
And green are Elliot's bowers ; 

Her garden is the pebbled beach, 
The mosses are her flowers. 

She looks across the harbor-bar 
To see the white gulls fly ; 

His greeting from the Northern sea 
Is in their clanging cry. 

She hums a song, and dreams that he, 

As in its romance old. 
Shall homeward ride with silken sails 

And masts of beaten gold ! 

0, rank is good, and gold is fair, 
And high and low mate ill ; 

But love has never known a law 
Beyond its own sweet will 1 
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TILL sits the school-house by the road, 
A ragged beggar sunniug ; 
Around it stUl the sumachs grow, 
And blackberry- vines are running. 



Within, the master's desk is seen, 
Deep scarred by raps ofl&cial ; 

The warping floor, the battered seats, 
The jack-knife's carved initial ; 

The charcoal frescos on its wall ; 

Its door's worn sill, betraying 
The feet that, creeping slow to school, 

Went storming out to playing ! 



Long years ago a winter sun 
Shone over it at setting ; 

Lit up its western window-panes. 
And low eaves' icy fretting. 
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It touched the tangled golden curls, 
And brown eyes full of grieving, 

Of one who still her steps delayed 
When all the school were leaving. 

For near her stood the little boy 

Her childish favor singled : 
His cap pulled low upon a face 

Where pride and shame were mingled. 

Pushing with restless feet the snow 
To right and left, he lingered ; — 

As restlessly her tiny hands 
The blue-checked apron fingered. 

He saw her lift her eyes ; he felt 
The soft hand's light caressing, 

And heard the tremble of her voice. 
As if a fault confessing. 

" I 'm sorry that I spelt the word : 

I hate to go above you. 
Because," — the brown eyes lower fell, — 

" Because, you see, I love you ! * 
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Still memoiy to a gray-haired man 
That sweet child-face is showing. 

Dear girl I the grasses on her grave 
Have forty years been growing 1 

He lives to learn, in life's hard school, 
How few who pass above him 

Lament their triumph and his loss, 
Like her, — because they love him. 



THE FBAYEB OF AGASSIZ. 



SIN" the isle of Penikese, 
Binged about by sapphire seas, 
' Fanned by breezes salt and cool, 

Stood the Master with his school 
Over sails that not in vain 
Wooed the west-wind's steady strain. 
Line of coast that low and far 
Stretched its undulating bar. 
Wings aslant along the rim 
Of the waves they stooped to skim. 
Bock and isle and glistening bay. 
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Fell the beautiful white day. 

Said the Master to the youth : 

" We have come in search of truth, 

Trying with uncertain key 

Door by door of mystery ; 

We are reaching, through His laws, 

To the garment-hem of Cause, 

Him, the endless, unbegun. 

The Unnamable, the One 

Light of all our light the Source, 

Life of life, and Force of force. 

As with fingers of the blind, 

We are groping here to ftnd 

What the hieroglyphics mean 

Of the Unseen in the seen. 

What the thought which underlies 

Nature's masking and disguise. 

What it is that hides beneath 

Blight and bloom and birth and death. 

By past efforts, unavailing, 

Doubt and eiTor, loss and failing. 

Of our weakness made aware. 

On the threshold of our task 

Let us light and guidance ask. 

Let us pause in silent prayer ! " 
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Then the Master in his place 
Bowed his head a little space, 
And the leaves by soft airs stirred, 
Lapse of wave and cry of bird 
Left the solemn hush unbroken 
Of that wordless prayer unspoken, 
While its wish, on earth unsaid, 
Rose to heaven interpreted. 
As, in life's best hours, we hear 
By the spirit's finer ear 
His low voice within us, thus 
The All-Father heareth us ; 
And his holy ear we pain 
With our noisy words and vain. 
Not for Him our violence 
Storming at the gates of sensje, 
His the primal language, his 
The eternal silences I 

Even the careless heart was moved, 
And the doubting gave assent. 
With a gesture reverent, 
To the Master well-beloved. 
As thin mists are glorified 
By the light they cannot hide, 
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All who gazed upon him saw, 
Through its veil of tender awe, 
How his face was still uplit 
By the old sweet look of it, 
Hopeful, trustful, full of cheer. 
And the love that casts out fear. 
Who the secret may declare 
Of that brief, unuttered prayer ? 
Did the shade before him come 
Of the inevitable doom, 
Of the end of earth so near, 
And Eternity's new year ? 

In the lap of sheltering seas 
Rests the isle of Penikese ; 
But the lord of the domain 
Comes not to his own again : 
Where the eyes that follow fail, 
On a vaster sea his sail 
Drifts beyond our beck and hail. 
Other lips within its bound 
Shall the laws of life expound ; 
Other eyes from rock and shell 
Bead the world's old riddles well : 
But when breezes light and bland 
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Blow from Summer's blossomed land, 
When the air is glad with wings, 
And the blithe song-sparrow sings, 
Many an eye with his still face 
Shall the living ones displace, 
Many an ear the word shall seek 
He alone could fitly speak. 
And one name forevermore 
Shall be uttered o'er and o*er 
By the waves that kiss the shore. 
By the curlew's whistle sent 
Down the cool, sea-scented air ; 
In all voices known to her. 
Nature owns her worshipper. 
Half in triumph, half lament. 
Thither Love shall tearful turn, 
Friendship pause uncovered there. 
And the wisest reverence learn 
From the Master's silent prayer. 



t 
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THE VANISHEBS. 




WEETEST of all childlike dreams 
In the sweet Indian lore, 
Still to me the legend seems 
Of the shapes who flit before. 



Flitting, passing, seen and gone, 
Never reached nor found at rest, 

Baffling search, but beckoning on 
To the sunset of the Blest. 

From the clefts of mountain rocks, 
Through the dark of lowland firs. 

Flash the eyes and flow the locks 
Of the mystic Vanishers ! 

And the fisher in his skiff, 
And the hunter on the moss, 

Hear their call from cape and cliff, 
See their hands the birch-leaves toss. 
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Wistful, longing, through the green 
Twilight of the clustered pines, 

In their faces rarely seen 
Beauty more than mortal shines. 

Fringed with gold their mantles flow 
On the slopes of westering knolls ; 

In the wind they whisper low 
Of the Sunset Land of Souls. 

Doubt who may, friend of mine ! 

Thou and I have seen them too ; 
On before with beck and sign 

Still they glide and we pursue. 

More than clouds of purple trail 

In the gold of setting day ; 
More than gleams of wing or sail. 

Beckon from the sea-mist gray. 

Glimpses of immortal youth. 
Gleams and glories seen and flown, 

Far-heard voices sweet with truth. 
Airs from viewless Eden blown, — 
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Beauty that eludes our grasp, 

Sweetness that transcends our taste, 

Loving hands we may not clasp, 
Shining feet that mock our haste, — 

Gentle eyes we closed below. 
Tender voices heard once more. 

Smile and call us, as they go 
On and onward, still before. 

Guided thus, O friend of mine ! 

Let us walk our little way. 
Knowing by each beckoning sign 

That we are not quite astray. 

Chase we still, with baffled feet, 
Smiling eye and waving hand. 

Sought and seeker soon shall meet. 
Lost and found, in Sunset Land ! 



Cambridge : Pnnted by Welch, Bigelow, & Ca 
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